THE NEAR EAST

CHAPTER I
PICTURESQUE DALMATIA

MIRAMAR faded across the pale waters of
the Adriatic, which lay like a dream at the
foot of the hills where Triest seemed
sleeping, all its activities stilled at the summons of
peace. Beneath its tower the orange-colored sail of
a fishing-boat caught the sunlight, and gleamed like
some precious fabric, then faded, too, as the ship
moved onward to the forgotten region of rocks and
islands, of long, gray mountains, of little cities and
ancient fortresses, of dim old churches, from whose
campanile the medieval voices of bells ring out the
angelus to a people still happily primitive, still un-
ashamed to be picturesque. By the way of the sea
we journeyed to a capital where no carriages roll
through the narrow streets, where there is not a rail-
way-station, where the citizens are content to go on
foot about their business, and where three quarters
of the blessings of civilization are blessedly tin-